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we know nothing but how to place ourselves in line, and that is just
what the enemy wants." The latter, he reported, was watching his
every movement from the horizon; evasion was impossible. For-
getting his master's objurgations, 'he had .already all but made up
his mind to take his final option and seek refuge in Cadiz. For any-
thing was better than to face the certain destruction lurking in the
north.
Though he sailed on a north-easterly course, the French Admiral
never made any attempt to penetrate the British defences. At the
first sight of a sail the entire fleet went about and continued on the
opposite tack until the horizon was clear. Its only progress into
the bay was by night. Every hour, as it edged away from the dreaded
north, it got farther into the west. There was no sign of Allemand,
Brest was utterly unattainable without a battle, at any moment
Calder and perhaps Nelson might appear over the horizon. Far
from dispersing the British, the Grand Design, as Villeneuve had
foreseen from the first, had concentrated them at the point where
there was no avoiding them. A gale was blowing up from the north-
east, his ships were ill-found, the soldiers and landsmen were seasick.
As darkness fell on August i5th, he abandoned his enterprise and
fled to Cadiz.